280        THE STORY OF SWAMI RAMA
Dr. Mohammad Iqbal of Lahore told me: "One
day he had colic and 1 visited him at his house, and
cramp after cramp came curling his thin, bony body
into circles and semi-circles, and evidently the pain
was excruciating, but I saw him ringing with
laughter. His room was filled with joy. * 0 Iqbal 1
what should Rama feel when one of his million
bodies is ill? I laugh and laugh, and illness has
fallen to the share of this body and the laughter to
my soul/ "
" His mind was evolving exactly as I thought,"
continued Iqbal, " and inspite of all his renunciations
I knew he would come back one day and live as a
simple householder/'
It is then I told Iqbal the little talk I had with
Swami at Vashoon, which interested him much.
Swami was a mind, a soul, a dynamic personality,
not a dead mental principle or vow of any kind.
Whether he would have actually reverted to the
life of a householder or not, I cannot say, but I do
find that in America and on his return from there, he
was more or less disgusted with the so-called Monkisra
and admired the life of a married man. Kamala-
nanda, his Amerian lady disciple, who stayed with me
for about six months under the same roof at Dehra
Dun, told me that in America, Swami Rama, many a
time, expressed a desire of making his own home in a
country like America. He talked against the caste
system, and dwelt at length on the goodness of
married life. While on his return to India, he
eschewed it again, and took up the stale subject